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Prince Well, here is my leg. 

Falf: And here is my fpecch,ftand afide Nobilitie. 

Ho. O Iefii, this is excellent fport,yfaith. 

Falf: Weepe not.fweet Queene.for trickling tearcs are vaioe. 
Bo. O thefathcr,how how hcholds his countenance? 

Falf: For Gods fake Lot ds,conuey my truftfull Queenc, 

For tearcs doe flop thefloud-gates of her eyes. 

Hot. O Icfu, he doth it as hkc one of theic harlotry players, as 
cuer I fee. 

Fa/f Peace, good pint-pot,peace,good tickle- braine. 

Harry, I do not only maruell, where thou fpendeft thy times 
butalfo, how thou art accompanied.For, chough thecammoroil 
the more it is troden on, the fafter it growes : yet youth, the more 
it iswafted,thc fooner it weares ithou art my fonne, I hauc partly 
thy'inothers word, partly my opinion, but chiefly , a villainous 
trickc of thine cic, and a fboliffi hanging of thyncather lip, that 
doth warrant me. If then thou be fonne to mee, hcere lieth the 
pointtwhy, being fonne to me, arte thou fo pointed at 2 fball the 
blclTcd fonne of hcauen pi oouc a micher , and eateblackc hen- 
ries? a queftion not to beaskt. Shall the fonne of England proue 
a thiefc,and take purfes? a queftion to be askt. There is a thing, 
Haify, which thou haft often heard of,and it is knowne to many 
in our land, by the name of pitch. This pitch (as antient writers 
doe reporte) dooth defile: Co docrh the company thou keepeft t 
for Harry, now I do not fpeake to thee in drinke.but in tearcsjnot 
in plcafure,butinpaftion$ not in words oncly, butinwoesalfo: 
and yet there is a vertuous man, whom 1 haue often noted in thy 
company, but I know not his name. 

“Prince What mancr of man, and itlike your Maieftie? 

Falf. A goodly portly man yfaith,nnd a corpulent, of a cheer- 
full look, a pleafing cie, and a moft noble carriage, and as I think, 
his age fome fifty, or birlady, inclining to three (core, and no w I 
remember me, his name is Falftalfe : if that man ffiould be lewd- 
ly giuen,he decciues me. For Harry, I fee vertue in hislookes : if 
then the tree may be knowne by the fruit, as the fruit by the tree* 
then peremptorily I fpeake it , there is vertue in that Falsla/fe , 
him keepe with, the reft baniffi : and tel me now, thou naughtie 
va let, tell me, where haft thou bin this month? 

Prince 


Htnrie the fourth. 

Prince Doft thou fpeake like a king? do thou ftand for mcc, 
and ile play my father. 

Fa/fl. Depofe me } if thou doft it halfe (o grauely,lo maiefti- 
cally both in worde and matter , hangmeevp by the hedesfor a 
rabbet fucker, or a Poul ters Hare. 

Prince Well, heerc I am let. 

FalB. And here I ftand, iudge,my matters. 

Prince Now, Harry, whence come you? 

Taifi. My noble Lord, from Eaftcheape. 

Prince ThecomplaintsI heafeof thee, are grietious. 

Falf. Zblood my Lord, they are falfe: nay, ile tickle yee for a 
yong Prince Ifaith. 

Prince Swearcft thou, vngracious boy? (henceforth nefe looke 
on me, thou art violently carried away from grace , there is a di- 
uell haunts thee, in the likenefle of an old fat man , a tun of man 
is thy companion: why doft thou conuerfe with that truncke of 
humours, that boulting hutch of bcaftlinefle, that Iwolne parcell 
of dropfies, that huge bombard of facke,that ftuft cloake- bag of 
guts, that rolled Manningtree Oxe with the pudding in his bel- 
ly, that reuerent vice , that gray iniquitic , that father ruffian , that 
yanitie in yeeres , wherein is he good? but to tafte facke & drinke 
it? wherein neat & cleanly, but to carue a capon & cat it ? where- 
in cunning, but in craft? wherein craftie, but in villanie? wherein 
villanous, but in all things? wherein worthy, but in nothing? 

Falll. I would your grace would take mce with you , whom 
roeanes your grace? 

Prinee That villanous abhominable mifleadcr of youth: Fal- 
ftalffe, that old white bearded Sathan. 

F al. My Lord, the man I know. 

Prince I know thou doeft. 

lal. But to fay , I know more harme in him then in my felfe, 
were to fay more then I know: that hee is olde, the more the pit- 
tie, his white haires doe witneffeit : but that he is,fauing your re- 
uercnce, a whoremafter,that I vrterly deny : if facke and fu°-ar be 
a fault, God hclpe the wicked:if to be old and merry be afinne, 
the many an old hoft that I know, is damn’d:if to be fat, be to be 
k'i « ™araos Icane kine arc to he loued. No, my good lord, 
anilh Pcto , baniffi Bardol , baniffi Poincs, but for fivect /ackc 
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